Judith, a woman, as he lay upright,

Sleeping, smote off his head and from his tent

Stole secretly away from every wight,

And with the head to her own town she went

ANTIOCHUS EPIPHANES

What needs it, as for King Antiochus,
To tell his high and royal majesty,
His great pride and his deeds so venomous?
There never was another such as he.
Go read what's said of him in Maccabee,
And all the haughty sayings that he said,
And how he fell from high prosperity,
And on a hill how wretchedly lay dead.

Fortune had so enhanced the man's great pride
That verily he thought he might attain
Unto the utter stars on every side,
And in a balance weigh the high mountain,
And all the flood-tides of the sea restrain.
And God's own people held he most in hate.
Them would he slay with torment and with pain,
Thinking that God his pride would not abate.

And because Nicanor and Timothy

Were vanquished by the Jews so mightily,

Unto all Jews so great a hate had he

That he bade bring his chariot hastily,

And swore an oath and said, impiteously,

That to Jerusalem he'd go ere noon

To wreak his ire on it full cruelly;

But from his purpose he was turned, and soon.

God, for this menace, smote him then full sore

With wound invisible, incurable,

For in his guts he was so carved, aye more,

The pain of it was insupportable.

And certainly the thing was reasonable,

For many a man's guts he had caused to pain;